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| THE 
FOURTH BOOK: 


O F 


VIRGTI L. 


EX T willl ſing Ethereal da refin'd, | 
The Heavenly Gift-of Honey to Mankind. 
Mecenas, do not thou this part neglect ; /- 
Nature'is wohdrous in her leaſt effect: 

Let me the Cuſtoms, Laws, Race, Wars telate, 
And valiant -Captains of this winged State.” 
The Subjet's Humble, but: the Glory's Goody - 
When of low things we can ſublimely/ treat: ' »: / 
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2 The Fourth Book of Virgll. 
Firſt for your Bees a Scat and Station chule, | 
| Sheltered from Winds, and where no Cattle uſe ; - | | 
For they in Winds cannot: bring home their Food : - 
Nor let the Dew from off the Flowers be trod 
By- Sheep or Gaats ; let no young. Heifer ip, 
With wandring Feet to cruſh the riſing Green 
Suffer no little greedy Bird to live, 
Nor ſpotted Lizard, near your.-gpirtul Hive ; 
Nor Progne's Race admit, who long {ince tain'd 
Her feather'd Boſom, with her bleeding Hand ; 
Leaſt in their Bills they bear the Swarm away | 
To their own Neſts, a ſweet, though crucl, Prey. + 
But lecClear Fountains, Moſly Pools be near, : 
And a ſmall Brook his murmuring Paſlage wear 
Berween the graſly Banks ; let the Hives be 
Oferſhaded by ſome Palm or Olive Tree ; | 
That when new Kings firft lead their Troops abroad, 
And the glad Youth forſake their dark aboad; | 
They on the Neighbouring Banks may ſhun the hear, 
Or find on ſhady Boughs a cool retreat. | 
Whether | 
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The Fourth Book of | Virgil. 
Wherher the fluggiſh Waters make a Pool, 
Or if weak Streams, with gentle mirtmur rowl,. 
Throw in ſome Boughs and Stones where they may 

ftand, | 
And to he Summers Sun their Wings expand. 
If by Eaft Winds, difperſt' i in their ſhort fight,” 
They headlong on the Water's ſurface light. 
Plant Cafia's ſpicy, verdant ſhrub hard by, 
With Thiyite atd ſtronger Telling Savory gn 
And near ſome running Fountain, on moiſt Beds, 
Let early Violets hang cheir paler Heads: | 
Burt let your tlie: whether of Birks of Trees, 
Or bending Ofier have ſmall Paſſages, 
Leſt Cold condenle, or Heat the Honey ' warin, 
For both extreams may equally do harm. - VE 


Nor is't in vain ; fo artfully they line * 


Their Cells with Wax, Herbs, Leaves and Flowers j joyn, a= 
Cloſing with certain Glue, their Frontiers, which 
For that ſmall uſe excels Hean pitch. 


4 The Fourth Book of Virgil. 

If Fame ſay true, ſometimes they under Ground 
Dig themſelves Neſts, ſometimes again they're found 
Deep in old hollow Stones, or in the Trunk 
Of ſome bare Tree, with Age and Winter ſhrunk: 
To ſtop the gaping Crannies of their Hive, 
Of Leaves and Mud a yielding Paſte contrive. | 
Let no dire Yew, her baneful Shadow ſpread 

Near their ſmall Houſe ; ; no filchy. Crabs grow red 
In crackling Flames, infect the Neighbouring Air; ; 
No odious ſmell of Mire, no Fen be near. 

Echo that babbling Nymph be far away, : 
And hollow Caves. that with loſt Accents play. | 
When under Ground the Sun makes Winter fly, 
And with his fruicful Light expands. the Sky, 

They ſpread o'er every Foreſt and dark Wood, 

Sip of each Stream, and taſte of every Bud : 


"Then back with Vernal Sweets, refreſht they come, 
New build and people their beloved Home. 


Next in their artful Combs freſh holes they drill 
Which with tenacious Honey ſoon they All. 


VVhen 
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The Fourth. Book of Virgil. 
When thou look'ſt up, and ſeeſt 'em all above, 
In a thick Cloud beforeghe Wind to' move, -* 
Through yielding Skies cutting their liquid way, 
No more they mean in their own homes to ſtay : 
Think then of the next Water or green Wood, 
For there they'll warm, -if not by Art withſtood. 
Preſs then each Herb of grateful ſmell and taſte, 
Before 'em Mint and Honey-ſuckles calt. 
Let Braſs and Old Gbile's Cymbals beat, 
Till to their Medicin'd' Hives, they of themlelves 
rctreat ; 
Bur if ro flight they go, as ofc;rheir Kings, - 
With mighty; diſcord, | war. for trivial things, - 
The vulgars Hearts. thou early mailt perceive, 
Trembling for Rage ; and through the buzzing Hive, 
A broken noyle,, like that of : Trumpers. ſound, oa 
Till the hoarſe Warlike-Hum. the Camp go round : 
Then ſhine their Wings, and each bold Warrior 
Whets ig his: Mongh,,,and ſhakes his brandiſhe Spear ; 
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Still 


6 The Fourth Book of Virgit. © 
Still near their King and his'Pavitlion all . :. ... 
The braveſt Bletk; - and+for' gr Bartle call .. 
At his: Command in the early Spring, they fly 
Out of their Hives, and in the open Sky, 


Meet in thick living Clouds,” heatlong they:fall'r | {/ 


Not faſter from 2 freezing: Oloud the Hail,.': - 
Nor drops the Acorn from 'the ſhaken Oak. 

The Kings their Camp and Squadrons overlook. 
Diftinguiſhr by their painted "Wings they "$0, - '+ 
And mighty Courage in {mall- Bodies ſhow; + | 


So brave, that neicher will the Field forſake, 


Till of his Foe ke Tee"the flying-back: 23 31 7:48 
Thele Tempefts of - h&fi- Minid,-'this mighty Rags,” 


A lictle Duſt thrown: "tp, will foon aflwage t- 


But if boch Kings return; they vanquiſhe __ 
And cir new Mondakchfet the Sar obey» 
One brighe with” varivlisSpots hitting like Gold: 
(For of the two forts there are). 'this beſt and bold - 
In' Looks ind Eohitage, Gy with' 'Slitteritis Sealkey's 
Detorm'd with Sloth, the other poorly trails 
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The Fourth Book of Virgil. 7 
A groſs inglorious Paunch ; as of the Kings, 
Their Nations, Shape, are different; and their Wings 
Some foul and ruſſet, like the Duſt appear, 
New ſpit on by ſome thirſty Traveller ; 
Others all bright like lumps of ſhining Gold, 
And equal Spots their painted Backs unfold : 
Theſe are the nobleſt kind, from theſe thou maiſt 
Sweet Honey preſs, and of the ſmoothelt taſte, 
Not only ſweet and clear, but ſuch as may 
The roughneſs of the long preſs'd Grape allay : 
But when the Swarms fly wanton in the Air, 
And to forſake their empty Hives prepare, 
Their rambling Minds with eaſe thou mailt recal, - 
Clip their King's Wings : the labour is but ſmall. | 
No great Attempt, if he once lag behind, 
No airy march, no flight will be deſign'd. 
From various Flowers let charming Odors riſe, 
. And place the Garden's-God before their Eyes : 
Plant Thyme and Pines, from lofty Mountains torn, 
About their Houſe : Let Hinds, to labour born, 

B Ct 


8 The Fourth Book of Virgil. 

Set deep, and water the feracious Shade : 

And now did not my landing Task per{wade 

To ſlack my Sails, as to my Port I ſteer, 

Perhaps the Art of Gardening I'd declare, 

And roſie harveſts of the Peſtan year, 

How their broad Leaves new water'd Endives rear, 

Green Parſly Beds, flow Daffadils, and how 

The bending Cucumbers to belly grow ;. 

Nor the Achanthus wou'd. in filence pals, 

You Mirtles, nor th' Ivies dire embrace ; 

For I under Tarentums lokty Towers, 

On yellow Fields, where flow Galeſus pours 

His fruitful Stream, remember to. have known 

A good old Man ; ſome Acres of his own 

He did poſleſs, but neither fit to breed 

The uſeful Heifer, or the Flock to feed : 

Bacchus no Tree of his vouchlaf'd.t' adorn ; 

Yet his few Pot-herbs, overgrown with Thorn, 

Roots he preferr'd, and Poppeys newly blown, 

To all the Pomp and Riots of a Crown. . 
When 


The Fourth Book of Virgll. - 9 
V Vhen late returning from his VVork abroad, 
VVich unbought Meats he did his Table load, 

In the new Spring he cropt the earlieſt Roſe, 

And the firſt Fruit that wealthy Autumn ſhows ; 
When even Rocks with cold fierce Winter cleaves, 
And every Stream his icy Chain receives, 

He the ſoft Sprigs of yielding Bearsfoot binds, 
Chides the flow Summer, and ſlack Weſtern Winds : 
He firſt made fruitful Bees his early care, 

Had many Swarms, whoſe Combs much Honey bare : 
As many Bloſſoms as the Spring did wear, 

So many Apples crown'd his ending year. 

He could tranſplant, and with ſucceſsful Toll, 
Make Elms and bearing Plum-T'rees change their Soil, 
And Plants remove, ſuch as might then afford 

A grateful Shade to his {mall chearful Board. 

To treat thoſe things at large I here want room, 
And therefore leave 'em to ſome Muſe to come ; 
And now proceed the Natures to declare, 

Which Jove himſelf did on the Bees confer 

B 2 


1o The Fourth Book of Virgll. 
As a Reward,. for following the ſhrill 
Sound of Cybile's Prieſts on 1da's Hill ; 
Till by their tinkling Cymbals they were led, 

| Where Heavens new exil d King they found and fed. 


Their Off-ſpring they alone in common rear, 

And their ſmall City in like Houſes ſhare ; 

Under eternal Laws alone they live, ; 
Each knows his lictle Cell, and loves his Hive ; 
Mindful of Winter, in the Spring takes pains, 
To iwell the publick Stock with private Gains. 
Some Food provide, and by appointment ſcour, 
O'er every Meadow, and each opening Flower. 
Others at home their indultry imploy ; 


Tears of Narciſſus, the too lovely Boy, 


And lighteſt Gums from Barks of Trees they take, 
The firm Foundation of their Combs to make : 
Thoſe torm the Wax, while theſe brood o'er the young; 
Others the Cells with Liquid. Nectar throng ; 

Some watch abroad, and of the Gates take care, 


Obſerve Clouds, Rains, and Tempeſts in the Air ; 


Of. 
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The Fourth Book of Vireil. 
Of the returning Swarm the loads receive, 
Or force the idle Drones out of the Hive : 


Hotly the work is ply d through all their Cells, 


Fragrant with Thyme, the new made Honey ſmells ; 
And as the Cyclops, when they Thunder mold, 

Of melting Wedges, ſome the Bellows hold, 
Draw in the Winds, and force 'em out again, 

From the dark Womb of the Bulls Nine-Fold Skin : 
Others dip hiſſing Metals in the Lakes, 

With their huge maſly Anvils Ztna ſhakes: 

In tuneful Strokes, their high rais'd Hammers fall : 
Some turn with nimble Tongs, the glowing Ball. 
So if ſmall things I may with great compare, 
Cecropian Swarms in their dark Work-houſe fare ; 
Deſire of Gains ſollicites all Degrees, 

And makes 'em ply their {everal Offices ; 

Care of the Town and Combs the Elder take, 

And with Dadalian Art new Houſes make : 

The younger late at night with labour worn, 
And laden Thighs, from their days. Task return. 


Among | 


12 T he Foxrth Book of Vargll. 
Among the Wildings, and far. Teils they feed, 
Pale Violets, and the Ohter's bending reed ; 

All the ſame Labour, and ſame Reſt partake, 
Soon as 'tis day out of their Hives they break ; 
And when th Evening calls 'em from abroad, 
Alike refreſh themlelves wich Reſt and Food ; 
The Houle is fill'd with their returning Hum ; 

Burt when into their inward Rooms they come, 

A Sacred ſilence reigns throughout the Hive, 

And all with ſleep their wearied Limbs relieve, 

In threatning Showrs from home they will not fly, 
Nor truſt, when Eaſt-winds blow, the lowring Sky, 
But from their V Valls, fate, ſhort Excurſions make, 
And from the neareſt Spring their V Vater take. 

V Vith little Stones they poile their flight, 

As reeung Barks by Ballaſt are kept right. 

'Tis ſtrange this ſort of Life ſhou'd pleaſe 'em fo, 
VVhere kindly Joys of Sex they never know ;. 
To Yes never ſacrifice, nor breed, 


VVith glad ſhort Pangs, the Youth that muſt ſucceed ; 
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The Fourth Book of Virgll. 13 
But from ſweet Herbs, and Flowers adopt: their young, 
Choole Kings, and ſuch as to their State belong ; 
Their little Cells, and Realms of V Vax repair ; 
Sometimes on Flints, their labouring V Vings they tear: 


Under their load, ſome generouſly expire, 

Of Flowers, and Honey, through too great delice. 
Though their Lives ſeldom Seven years exceed, 
Their Kind's Immortal, deathlefs is their Breed : 
The ancient Houſe and Families ſurvive, 

And a long fairhful Pedigree derive. 

Not Eeypt, Lydia, nor Hidaſpis ſhore, 

Their Monarch more obſequiouſly adore ; | 
VVhile he is ſafe, they all are of one Mind, 

But if he fail, Faith, Laws no longer bind; 

On their own Stores tumultnouſly they fall, 

And of their Combs, deſtroy themſelves the V Vall; 
He keeps them all in order, and in awe, 

Him they admire, and guard, obſerve, obey, 

Ofr bear him on their Shoulders through the Air, 
And a brave Death purſue in Arms and VYar. 
Some 


14 The Fourth Book of Virell. 
Some by theſe Signs, and theſe Examples taught, 
Bees of th' eternal Mind to ſhare have thought, 
And of Ethereal Race ; Jove runs through all, 
High Heaven, deep Seas, and the Earch's maſſy Ball . | 
Hence Cattle, Men, all Animals receive 
When they are born, the Souls by which they live. 


All chings art laſt to him return, none dye, 

But when diflolvd, to their firſt Caules fly, > | 
And people once again their Native Sky. | 

But if their little Stores thou car'ſt to fieze, 

And force the Sacred Treaſure of thy Bees, 

Firſt from thy Mouth large draughts of Water ſpout, 

Then with thy hand extended ſmoak 'em our. 

Twice they have Young, two Harveſts in a year, 

One when the lovely Pleiades appear, 

And their 'new Light above the Ocean ſhow ; 

The other when thoſe Stars feel Winters blow, 

And to moiſt Northern Piſces leave their Place, 

Hiding in ſtormy Seas their ſullen Face. 


| The Fourth Book of Virell. 15 
With the leaſt hurt provok'd;: they arm'for fight, 
| And painful Venom follows where they light : 
"1 Fixt in the Veins. their Sting and Soul they leave, 
And often die of the ſame Wound: they give. 
But if thou'ſeeſt a.cold hard Winter near, 
And their low Minds, their ſinking State declare, 
Who doubts to ſpare their Stores, or will delay 
To burn freſh Thyme, 'or eat ome: Wax away 2 
Oft on their Combs, the unſeen [Lizards light, 
And buzzing Moths diſturb 'em in' the night ; 
Or ſluggiſh Drones ,(on._ others- Toil that thrive) 
Or Waſps wich cheir unequal -Arms arrive. 
| Some filthy Worm gets in, or Spider ſets 
| At their Hive's Mouth, her looſe: and deadly Nets. 
The more they. are exhauſted, {till the more 
Their waſted Stock they labour to reſtore: 
But if, perhaps (as Life will on the Bees 
Bring our Diſterapers) with ifome new. Diſeaſe 
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16 The Fourth Book of Virell. 
They languifh, which no doubtful Signs declare, 
A horrid paleneſs will their Looks impair, 

And dusky Colours their ſick Bodies wear. 

Then bear rhey our great numbers of their Dead, 
| And in long Pomp, ſad Funerals they lead, 

Or dully hang, clincht in each others Feet: . 
At the Hive's Mouth, or to their Cells retreat, 
Through cold or lunger, for 'theid Work unfic. | 
Then heavier ſounds archeard, and murmwurs riſe, 
As when Sourh-Winds breath on the bending Trees, 
Or from dank Shores the ebbing Seas retire, 

Or Atna bellows, with indofed Fire. 

To burn Galbanean Fumes I would perfwade, 

And through freſh Pipes let Honey be convey'd ; 

So to reſtore 'em to their Strength and Food, 

To mix the Jnice of Galls, perhaps were good. 
Dry'd Rofes, and new Wines half boil'd away, 
Cluſters of Raiſins, Thyme, and Centanry. 

There is a Flower, which we in Meadows find, 

And call'd Amell by the Country Hind ; 
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The Fourth Book of 'Vireil. 17 
By thoſe that ſeek it, eafie to be known; 
Each fingle Root as many Branches crown ; 
Yellow the Flowers, but as numerous Leaves, 
The darker Purple of the Vilet cleaves ; 
With it the Altars of the Gods are crown'd, 
| Rough to the Tafte, in fruitful Vallies found 
By Shepherds, that near winding Mella dwell. 
Boil this ſound Root in getierous White-wine well, 
Then Oſter-pipes with the new Dier fill. 
But ſhou'd the whole Stock fail, and none remain, 
Whence a new Progeny might riſe again, 
"Tis time, the fam'd invention to unfold, 
Of the 4rcadian Shepherd, how of old. 
From the bruis'd Blood of Heifers long ſlain, Bees 
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Have taken Life, and {warm'd out by degrees : 
Here the whole Story hall ac large have place, 


| While the long Fame, I to its Author trace : 
| For where the People of Canopus dwell, 
And fruicful Wacers of far Nilus [well ; 
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15 The Fourth Feat wy V irgil,. 
Ih whoſe (mooth Boſom painted. Veſſels ride, | | 
| Where ere it borders on rich Perſia a's ſide ; ; i | 
Or with Seven Mouths do's the Plain Country drown, 


As far as from parcht India rowling down, 
Far dusky Sand ger Hgypt to extend; _ | 

All the vaſt Region on this art depend... i} 
A place contracted for that uſe they chuſe, 
And the low Houſe with narrow Walls incloſe: 
Qf well wrought Tyles, four Windows they contrive. 
To the Four Winds. expos'd, that may receive 
The Light obliquely ; then they chooſe a Steer, 
Whoſe bending Horns proclaim his Second year; _ 
On him they ſieze, and ſtop his ſtrugling Breath 
At Mouth, and Noftrils, beating him to death. 
With his bruis'd Entrails his warm Hide chey fil, 
And thus inclos' d, they leave him for a a while: 
Freſh Boughs, Thyme, Caſlias on his ſides they throw, 
Ere Weſtern-Winds firſt on the Waters blow : 
Ere Nature with freſh Colours pains the Fields, | 
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Or on Houle tops the airy Swallow builds. 


The Fourth Book of Virell. 
The clo: red Blood and diſlolv'd Bones, the while 


Ferment, and into wondrous Creatures boil, 


19 


Who withour Feet at firſt their Voices iry, 

And with new Wings in little Parties fly ; ; 

Till they at laſt break forth, as when a Shower # 

Hot Summers Clouds on the parch' d Mountains pour, 

Or as the Arrows from the Parthan Bow, 

When twanging Strings firlt ſend 'em on th2 Foe, 
What, God, my Muſe 2 Who firlt this Secret raught,, 

So far above the reach of humane Thought 2. | 

The Shepherd Ariſteus (as Fame lays) 

Keeping his Flock, through Famine and Diſeaſe | 

Forſook Theſſalian Temple, and diſmay'd, ay 

Ran to the Sacred Rivers utmoſt Head, | 

And thus his moan to his bright Parent made: 

Mother, Cyrene, Mother. who doſt keep . | | 

Thy watry Court beneath this Cryſtal deep, 

Why doſt thou ſay I am of heavenly Race, 

And ſprung from great Apoll's hot embrace, 


20 The Fourth Book of Virell. 
Since Fate :purſues me thus? Is this thy Love ? 
Why doſt thou bid me hope a Seat above, 

Since in this Life that little Fame decays, 

Which 1 by Herds and Gardens thought to raiſe ? 
With thy own Hand my thriving Woods deſtroy, 
Devouring Fire againſt my Stalls employ, 

Burn my full Harveſt, kill my ripening Ears, 

Cut down my Vines and blaſt my coming years, 
Since my {mall Fame offends a Mothers Ears. 

Theſe ſounds Cyrene through her Waters heard, 
While round her Nymphs Mileſian Fleeces card, 
Stain'd with the richeſt Dye the Seas afford ; 

Drymo and Xantho, Ephyre the fair, 

Her Neck half cover'd with her flowing Hair ; 
Odippe and Lycoris, one a Maid, 

The other riſing from Lucind's aid ; 

Clio and Beroe, both Ocean-born, | 
Whom well wrought Gold and painted Skins adorn ; 
Bright Dezopea, Arethuſa, who 

With Boughs and Woods has now no more to do * 


To 
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The Fourth Book of Virgil. 
_ To theſe fair Chmene, ſings Vulcan's care, 
Defeated by the amorous God of War: 
From Chaos ſhe the Loves of Gods relates. 
Pleas d with theſe Tales, while the ſoft Flax abates 
From their ſwift Spindles, Ariſt.eus cares . 

In doletul ſounds, affault his Mother's Ears : 

All riſe aſtoniſht from their green abode ; 

But Arethuſa firſt above the Flood 
Lifts her bright Head : The Cryſtal Waters bow'd, 
And ſpying him afar, *Twas not in vain, 

Siſter, ſhe ſaid, we heard a Voice complain 3 

Sad Ariſtzus, once thy deareſt care, 

See at thy Father's Spring ſtands weeping there : 
By Name he calls thee cruel and unkind. 

A Mothers Love here ſeiz'd Grene's Mind :. 

Lead, lead him in, ſhe faid, he is delign'd 

The fora Threſhold of the Gods to tread, 

At his command the wondring Rivers ſpread, 


And a new Pallage for his entrance made. 


Panmngacarys 


22 T he Fourth Book of Virgil. 
The Waters like a Mountain ſtood on heaps, 
While he into their yielding Boſom leaps : 

Down to the bottom, where amaz'd he ſees 

His Mothers Realm and Cryſial Palaces ; 

And as he goes admires the ſounding Groves, 

And hidden Lakes, through which the Water moves 
With ſuch amazing force, and under oround 
Beholds the Rivers that our World go round ; 
Phaſis and Lycus, and the "ſacred Head 
Whence the deep VVaters of Enipeus ſpread ; | 
VVhence' Ariena and fam'd Thber low, © | 
The ſtony Hypanis, Myſus and the Poe, 1 
Than which no River runs a ſwifter Race 


To his old Father Neptune's moift embrace. 


Into her inmoſt Seat when they withdrew, 

And her Sons needleſs Grief Cyrene knew, | 
The Nymphs clear Fountains for their Hands FRO 
And cutious Towels of the fineſt -Hair : 

Some with full Cups, with Banawiic ſome attend, 
While in rich Smoak Panchean Gums aſcend : 
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| The Fourth Book, of Viroil. 22 
Take this large Bowl. of Wine Cyrene cries, 

And to the Ocean pour the Sacrifice : 

To Neptune firſt, Father of all the Praiſe ; 

Then Nymphs inhabiting the Woods and Seas ; 


Pure Nectar thrice upon the Fire ſhe chrows, 

And thrice the auſpicious Flame up to the Ceiling roſe : 
Embolden'd by the Omen, thus ſhe ſpake, 

A Prophet dwells in the Carpathian Lake ; 

Blue Proteus, whom a wondrous Coach conveighs, 
And ſcaly Horſes draw through yielding Seas. 
His own Palene on th' Emathian Shore, 

He viſits : Now him, all we Nymphs adore, 

And aged Nereus ſelf ; for well he knows 

What is, what was, what Fate will next expole : 
So Neptune has decreed, whole ſcaly Flocks 

He feeds beneath the Oceans craggy Rocks : 

Him thou muſt ſeize, my Son, and bind him well, 
Till thy Misfortunes cauſe and cure he tell : 

For uncompell'd he nothing will declare, 


Nor can his Heart be touch'd with humane Prayer. 
[) When 
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When thou haſt ſeiz'd him, chain or uſe him worte, 

His ſhifts will fail before the God-like force: 

My ſelf, when the Stn climbs the middle Sky, 

Plants ſcorch, and Carle to their Coverts fly, 

Will bring thee where the aged. Propher lies 

Diflolv'd in Steep and Sloth, and-eaſie for ſurprize. 

When thon haſt ſeiz d and bound him, every Shape 

And frightful Form he lt vary, to eſcape ; 

One while hell ſeem a Dragon or tusk'd Boar, 

Then ſhake his yellow _ Mane, and like a _ 
roar ; | 

Then crackle like a cindling Flame, or Slide 

Out of thy Chains like a declining Tide : 

The more he varies Forms, my Son, the more 

Urge thy luccefs, and never give him o'er, 

Till vext throngh all his Forms, that Shape he keep 

Which firſt he wore when he lay down to ſleep. 

This ſaid, ſhe with Ambroſia ſcents the Room, 


And 'noints his Body for the time to come. 
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To 


The God-like Steam on his looſe Trefles dwells, 


And every Nerve with active Vigor ſwells. 
Worn in a Mountain's fide there is a Cave, 
Where beat by ceaſes Winds the Waters rave. ; 
And into crooked Bays the Currents flide, 

Of old a Port where Veſſels us'd to ride: 
Within lies Proteus, with high Rocks inclosd- . 
In ambuſh here her Son the Nymph diſpos'd : 
For her retreat a diſtant Cloud ſhe wove ; 

Now Syrius {corcht the Indians from above, 
And through the middle Sky {wife Phebus drove 
Herbs wither'd at his touch, and to the Mud, 
His thirſty Beams drank up the boiling Flood ; 
When Proteus riſing from the Waves repair'd 
To his old Cave ; on hin the watry Herd 

Of Sea-born Monſters their attendance pay, 
And in glad leaps ſhake the fat Dews away. 


Around the Shore the {kepy Sea-Calves lay ; 


He, like a Herdſman. on ſome Hill thar lives, 
VVhen Night the Jazy Cattle homeward drives, 
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And bleating Lambs the hungry Woolf provoke, 

Reviews and tells 'em over, from his Rock: 

Seeing his time, the bold Youth on him ruſh, 

And with new Chains the aged Prophet cruſh. 

He on the other {tde trys every ſhape 

And dreadful Form, whereby he might eſcape : 

One while a Monſter, Flame, and then a Flood. 

Finding himſelf chrough all his Shifrs purſu'd, 

VVearied, oercome, his former Shape he took, 

And with a Humaane Voice at laſt he ſpoke 

Bold Youth, who. bid thee co our Cave repair ? 

VVhat wouldft thou learn ? he ſaid, VVhat makſt 
thou here ? 

Proteus, thou knowſt thee no Man can deceive, 

Deceive not others by the Gods high leave, 

And their Command I came to know of thee, 

What Heaven does for my wretchd State decree. 

Here the blue Prophet caſt a dreadful look, 

He grind, he gnaſhc his Teeth, and thus he. ſpoke : 


yYome 
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Some powerful God with no light Wrath purſues 

Thy fatal Crime ; now wretched Orpheus ſhews 

His fierce Revenge, he this Contagion ſent, 

For his loſt Wife roo ſmall a Puniſhment : 

Unhappy Nymph, who while ſhe headlong fled 

Thy foul purſuit, on a loathed Serpent's Head 

Set her laſt ſtep, which then ſhe could not ſee 

For the long Graſs, and for worſe fears of thee : 

At her ſad fate, the Dryades with ſhrill 

Shrieks and Complaints the neighbouring Mountains 
fill. 

The Towers of Rhodope, the Getan Race, 

The rough Inhabitants of Warlike Thrace ; 

Pangezum, Hebrus, Orithyia, all 

Wich their united Cries lament her fall : 

He on bleak Sands, indulgent to his Fire, 

VVanders alone, and with his mournful Lyre 

Feeding his Grief, pining himlelf away, 

VVich her he ends, with her begins the day. 
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_ The ſaws of Tanares, Infernal Gates, 

Dark Groves he paſt, where endleſs Terrour waits ; 
Ghoſts and their dreadful King does fearleſs view, 
And Minds that never yet Compaſſion knew : 
Charm'd with his Voice the airy People throng 
About the Youth, and liſten to his Song ; 
Thick as ſmall Birds to their dark Coverts fly, 
When th' Evening comes, or the Tempeſtuous Sky 


Pours down a Storm. 

Mothers with Husbands, and the breathleſs ſhapes 

Of once great Heroes, Virgins whom no Rapes 

Or Marriage ftain'd, Youth whom their Parents 

mourn'd, 

Before their Face to untimely Aſhes curn'd. 

All theſe with filthy Mud, rank ugly Weeds, 

Such as alone inferaal V Vater breeds, 

Styx does Nine times ſurround the Houſe of Fate, 

And Snake-hair'd Furies in amazement fate. 

Cerberus three Mouths. wete dumb, Ixion's V Vheel, 

And Winds that move ic at his Song, ſtood ſill. 
Now 
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Now he returning, had all dangers paſt, 
And freed Emurydice beheld ar laſt 
The long loſt day again, following behind, 
For ſo great Proferpine's Command did bind ; 
Here Love, Youth, Joy to a ſhort Phrenzy drive, 
Th' impatient Lover, (could thoſe Gods forgive, 
How ſmall a faulc!) here fatally he ſtaid 
Ocercome, unmindful of the Vow he made: 
VVith the firſt Glimpſe of freſh Ethereal Eight, 
On the loved Nymph he curn'd his longing ſight : 
Here vaniſh'd all his Labour, and their Law 
Thoſe unrelenting Powers negle&ted faw. 
Thrice did Avernus with dire noifes ſound, 
And thrice again trembl'd th' infernal Ground ; 
Orpheus, ſhe cry'd, V Vas ever Love ſo croſt ? 
How are we both by thy rafh Paſſion loſt ? 
The Gods recal their Gift, and my weak fight 
Shrinks at th' approach of Death, and-endleſs Night, 
Farewel, farewel for ever, now I go 
Wrapt up in. Darkneſs, to the V Vorld below ; 

| Stretching 
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Stretching to thee, (dear Caule of ail my Harms) 
No longer thine, alas | my helpleſs Arms. 

And at thar VVord from his diſtracted ſight, 
Like Smoak mixt with thin Air, ſhe cook her flight, 
Ne'er to return again. Art the dear Shade 

In vain he catcht, and much he wou'd have aid, 
'Too late: For ſurly Charon wou'd no more 
Permit his Paſſage to the Elyfian Shore. 

His VVife twice loſt, ah, V Vhither ſhou'd he move ? 
VVich what ſoft Prayer invoke the Powers above 2 
Or with what Tears the Shades? cold in the Boar, 
On the dark Lake ſhe did already float. 

*Tis {aid Seven Months he did his Loſs deplore, 
Oa the bleak Rocks of Strymon's Delart-Shore ; 
Singing this ſad Event of too much love, 

He foftn'd Tygers, and made Oaks to move. 

As in ſome Poplar Shade the Nightingal, 

11 mournful Strains, does her loſt young bewail, 
VVhom ſome courſe Hind has newly ftoln away 
From their warm Neſts, unfeather'd as they lay. 
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Night after Night, upon. fome Bough ſhe fits, 
And her ſad Note no Motnent intermirs, 
Which every Field and echoing Grove repeats : 
No Love, nor Marriage charm'd his reſtleſs Mind ; 
Alone he wanders, where the Northern Wind 
Beats upon ſnowy. Tanais chilling Shoar, 

| Where Ice neer fails, and ceafleis Fempeſts roar ; 
There his loſt Wife he mourns in doleful Strains, 
And of the Gods and their vain Gife complains. 
"The herce Siconian Women thus deſpis'd, 
As they the Feaſt of Bacchus folemniz'd, 
Full of their God, and boiling with diſdain, 
Scatter'd his bleeding Limbs through all the Plain, 
From his firm. Neck his gory Head thus torn, 
Down the ſwift Stream of rapid Hebrus born, 
Shreikt out, Ah poor Eurydice, and dy'd, 
The echoing Banks Eurydice reply'd. 

# This ſaid, he plung'd into his watry World, 

Abour his Head the foaming Billows. curl'd. 


LE 
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Her anxious Son-the fearleſs Morher chears, _ 
Here end thy Grief ſhe faid,' and-needleſs cares: 
This was rhe Cauſe' of all thy 'Woe, the Crime, 
For which the Nymphs, Companions of her prime, 
Whom ſhe in ſacred Dances us'd to.lead, 

Among tny Bees that dire Contagion ſpread. A 
With Prayers and Sacrifice their Wrath appeaſe : 
Napem Nymphs invok't, forgive with eaſe. 
Take four curt'd Bullocks of -thy largeſt; breed, 
Whom now the Hills of green Lycans feed ; 

As many untam'd Heifers ; and for theſe 

Four Altars in their Sacred Temples raife: 

Then from their wounded Throacts let- out. the Blood, 
And leave their Bodies in ſome ſhady Wood. 
Soon as the Nymph Ayrora gilds the: Skies, 

To Orpheus drowzy Popeys facrifice, 

With a black Lamb ; then view the Grove again ; 
Eurydice, with -a Calf newly ſlain 

Thou ſhalt appeaſe: Without delay' he goes : 
All ſhe commands immediately he does: 


Comes. 


UM 
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Comes to the "Temple, does the Alcars raiſe ; 
Four mighty Bulls of wondrous bulk he lays, 
As many Heifers that ne'er felt the Yoke, 
When from the Eaſt the Nymph Aurora broke : 
He Worſhips Orpheus, to the Grove he goes ; 
When lo a ſtrange and wondrous fight aroſe. 
From the Bulls Entrails Bees were found to hum, 
And meet in Swarms from out the putrid Womb : 
In moving Clouds to the next Tree they go, 
And hang like cluſter d Grapes upon a bending Bough, 
While thus of Plants, Tillage, and Herds I ſung, 
With Czſar's thundring Arms Euphrates rung. 
Juſt Laws he for the willing World ordain'd ; 
By God-like Acts his Claim to Heaven maintain'd. 
Me all that while ſweet Capua did embrace, 
Fam'd for th' inglorious Arts of lazy Peace : 
Full of the Loves of Shepherds bold and young, 
Under the Beechen Shade thee, Tityrus, I ſung, 
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